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ever continue inſeparable: they adorned Europe 
the beginning of the fourteenth century.—PETRARCH's 
family were originally..of Florence: he was born at 
Arezzo, in Tuſcany ; we however find him, rather early 


in life, at Avignon, where a Gaſcon Pope had fixed the 


Roman See.—Laura was deſcended from families of 


the higheſt rank in Provence; and was married, when 


young, to Hugues de Sade, of one of the firſt houſes in 
Avignon. —PETR ARCH knew her not till after her mar- 


riage: the firſt time he ſaw her was at the church of the 


monaſtery of St. Claire, and the effect her charms had 


upon his heart was -inſtantaneous ; he was at that time 


very 


HE names of PETRARCH and LAURA will 


6 Ne 4 
very young, but the force of his paſſion, though go- 
verned in a great degree by the influence of religion, 
never abated. The Sonnet was a ſpecies of poetry of 
his invention; and his works are replete with the moſt 
beautiful compoſitions of that kind, either celebrating 
Lavra's virtues, or lamenting her death. - 
PETRARCH, to ſubdue his tender inclinations, tra- 
velled through France, Germany, and Italy; but LAuRA 
engaged his attention in every country, and he ſtill re- 
turned to Avignon to enjoy the pleaſure of her converſa- 
tion, and the fight of her charms. Theſe interviews, 
however, ſoon became painful. He fixed- on retirement 
as the moſt probable means of alleviating his anxiety z 
and remembering the pleafure he had received, when a 
boy, at viſiting the valley of Vaucluſe, he made choice 
of that ſpot for his ſcene of repoſe. Many of his beſt 
poems were written in this retreat; and he kept up 
from thence a literary correſpondence with the greateſt 
characters of that age. To enjoy his ſituation with the 
greater tranquillity, he rejected the ſolicitations of the 
Pope, who wiſhed to promote him to an honourable and 
3 lucrative 
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lucrative employment; He fled with equal eaſe from a 
luxurious and tumultuous court, highly diſagreeable to his 
genius: yet ſtill his paſſion, tho rendered hopeleſs by 
the immaculate virtue of its object, was a ſource of per- 
petual diſquiet. Time nor ſolitude baniſhed the fond 


idea: his love for Lauza terminated but with her death, 


and his regard for her memory but with his own. 


The following lines are ſuppoſed to be addreſſed to 


Laura from PETRARCH, in the year 1339, ſome time 


after his retirement. 
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POETICAL EPISTLE, &c. 


AY, lovely LAuRA, can my foul forget 


" Thy ſplendid form in this ſerene retreat? 


Can reaſon's voice my ardent love reſtrain ? 


Can reaſon teach me that my love is vain ? 


Not all the powers of abſence can umpart 

Relief, or ſoothe to reſt my wounded heart : 
Thy beauteous image haunts this ſtill abode, 
And ſighs for LAURA mix with prayers to God. 


Yet, why ſhould I the glittering pile deſtroy 
Of fond illuſions which my ſoul employ ? | 


From memory's tablet raze the form divine, 


Where winning grace and rigid virtue ſhine ? 
5 


10 


No, 


1 
No, in the deep receſſes of my heart, 
With joy I'll cheriſh each deſtructive dart; 


Recall each dear idea of my love, 

And all the ſweets of meditation prove. 
Within thoſe walls Where chf Vigzin choir 
With warbled ſtrains the ſacred flame inſpire, 

And each glad heatt its thankful tribute pays 

Of bymn, harmonious in its Maker's praiſe: f 

There (whilſt T Iiſten d to the mattin lay, 

That ſeem'd to gratulate the dawn of day) 

T firſt beheld the ſource of each delight ; 

There firſt my La uRA bleſs d my raviſn d ſight. 

Wild, as a tag untam'd, 1 erſt had rov'd, 

And often thought, but never found I lov'd ; 

Deſires compos'd each cold affection rear d, 

Whoſe gelid influence baniſh'd warm regard : 

But every nerve, in that propitious hour, 


Own'd in reality love's mighty power ; 


| 


30 
That 


oh} 
That heart then felt the force of each bright charm, 
Which long had baffled every foft alarm. | 
What keen emotions then awak'd my ſoul ! 


My eyes entranc'd alternate glances ſtole ; 
They now deyour'd the beauteous {miles that grac'd 
Each lovely feature: now with rapture trac d 


The lines expreffive of a ſofter ſenſe, 


And looks that beam'd with ſweet benevolence. 
The auburn treſſes Love had wove to warm, 

With nature's ſhade adorn'd each glowing charm. 40 
The violet form, in richeſt purple dreſt, . 4ILE 
With pleaſing luſtre deck'd the verdant veſt ; 
Whilſt every elegance of air, betray d _ 
Celeſtial limbs in heavenly robes array d. 


When weſtern ſuns emit a lan guid ray, | 
And ſoothing ſtillneſs marks the cloſe of day, 
Ofi-times that ſpot where firſt I view'd my fair, | | 
I've ſought with ſtep intent and penſive care: 

ion B 2 | For 


For anxious love with keeneſt-pleaſure views, 
With conſtant toil and eager haſte purſues, 
The ſmalleſt objects that appear oombin d 
With that ſole thought that fills th' enraptur d mind. 
Love can each latent ſource of joy retrace, 
And by the ſweet employ a lover's pain efface. 
Hence, as thro' Gallic lands I bent my way, 
Ideal beauties chear'd the tedious day : 
Where er the laurel ſpread its verdant form, 
My lovely LAuRA beam'd in every charm, 
And what of fiction amorous Ovid ſung, 


With ſweet alluſion fill d my aſpiring heart, 
And pleas'd I own'd invention's happy art: 
To hold the thought my reaſon fondly ſtrove, 
Whilſt fancy the ideas interwove. 

The Rhone's ſwift current a new pleaſure gave, 


Haſting Avignon's happy walls to lave, 


When virtue's wreath oer Daphne's head he hung, 60 7 


[13 ] 
Whoſe firm-built preeincts in their round contain 


. — 


The ſouree of all my joy, and all my pain. 

The ſavage deſart, and the gloomy wild, 

To me appear d with thy bright image fill'd. 70 

In each dark grove I view d my lovely maid, 

And Laura's charms enlighten'd Adele ſhade. 
How ſtrong that flame within the breaſt muſt glow, 

That ſees ſucceeding years of hopeleſs woe 

Revolve, with every wiſh that firſt inſpir d 

The youthful heart, when fervent paſſion fir d! 

Sometimes a ſmile, though ſweet, yet ſtill reſerv'd, 

My firm attachment ſurely well deferv'd ; 

Yet cen that moment breath'd fo chaſte an air, 

So cold a grace each motion ſeem' d to ſhare, 

My rapt imagination ne er could frame 

A hope unworthy of thy ſpotleſs fame: 

My conſcious mind, to every action true, 


The brighteſt meed of virtue gave to you. 


: 
— ͤ— — 
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The juſt ideas that from hende afIU⁵ e 119 
Seem'd for a while to lend 4 calm repoſe, 0 23190 
And holy precepts from my mind remove ob ganvil oT 
Each with of union, and each bond of love. © 
Still ardent paſſion held his wide domain, 


The keys of pleaſure and the keys of pain. 90 
I ſonght this tempting ſolitude, where peace, 


All ſmooth and tranquil, ſoftens deep diftrefs. - 
Here woods immortal deck the checquer'd ſcene, 
Of rocks groteſque that bound the verdant plain; 
Here Sorgia's ſtream, in murmurs ſweet, flows on, | 


Sprung from a fount that rivals Helicon ; 


And as freſh/[weets ſpontaneouſly ariſe, 


Another Tempe ſeems to feaſt my eyes. 


Beneath that tree that crowns the tuneful ſong, | 


Liſtleſs, I lay my weatied limbs along. . 
When noon-tide rays commend the thickeſt lade, 


: 


Its verdant boughs o'erarch my drooping head; 


Whilſt 


1 >s f 


Whilſt the briſk. gales that on the waters glide, 
Waft the cool influence of the ſilver tide. 
The ſcenes around confpire to ſoothe my woe, 
And plaintive notes in calmer numbers flow. 
Whate'er of pleaſure luxury beſtow d, 
Without a ſigh, I leſt for this abode. 
With like indifference, the joys that wait 
On thoſe who ſhine amidft the pomp of ſtate; 110 
And every wiſh (ambition's idle dream) ; 


The love of profit prompts, or love of fame. 


From theſe reflections bleſs d contentment ſprings,. * 
And hovers round me with her downy wings. | 
But ſoon how chang'd | what different ſeenes elſe ok 
Content I ſcorn, and happine deſpiſe, 

Since Laura's abſence veils each bliſsful ww 

In clouds of gloomy tint, and ebon/ hue. 


In vain my books a rich repaſt afford, 


Or choiceſt authors grace my lonely board, | 120 
5 In 


D— — — — 
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In vain thy rays, immortal Tully, ſhine, 
I/// . Or pureſt bays thy civic crown entwine: 


The flow of eloquence no more can pleaſe, 


Or ſtrength of reaſon give my boſom eaſe. 
The Mantuan muſe no more my fancy warms, 
No more my mind his poliſh'd ſtory charms ; 


Or Ovid's ſmoother ſounds my heart inſpire, 


« — 


Alike I view Auguſtin's, whiter. page, 


| Whoſe tender ſtrains may ſoothe a lover's fire. 
| 


Though true religion grace the reverend ſage. 136 
Thy dear idea drowns all other joys; 


Thy dear idea all my foul employs. 
Where, unpurſued by. love's tormenting dart, 


Can boaſted reaſon fix my -wavering heart ? 
Thy charms, when abſent, o'er me ſpread deſpair, 


And gloomieſt thoughts increaſe my wonted care: 


| And from thy eyes, when preſent lightnings beam, 
My ardent paſſion feels a warmer flame. 


Yet 


L oy 3 

Yet come, my love, my Lava haſte away, 
. And glad my ſorrows with a feeble ray 140 
Of comfort, not of hope; each gloomy thought, 
Sad diſappointment to the mind has taught, 
Will fly unheeded, whilſt you grace my ſhed, 
And joy, tho' tranſient, tremble o'er my head. 

| Your lovely ſmiles will brace my languid mule, 
And ftrains of rapture thro” the ſong diffule : 

And fure, that bard, whom Laura's charms inſpire, 
Will foar above the flight of low deſire. 
Borne on the pinions of immortal love, 


Thro' realms of heay'nly bliſs I ſeem to rove, 150 


And ſeek the manſions of eternal reſt, 
Rapt with the thoughts that grace my Laura's breaft. 
From that chaſte flame Tl boaſt the light that ſprings, 
And bears me upwards on celeſtial wings. 

But huſh, my foul, nor let me thos entwine 
My LaukaA's temples with a wreath divine. 


8 ” She, 
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She, ever great, would ſcorn the ſinful bays, 
For modeſt merit loves conſiſtent praiſe. 
From Heaven alone the ſacred influence * 


That truly reconciles all human woes. 160 
Hence then, the thoughts bewilder d reaſon frames, 


When love with fond imagination flames. | 

And may religion, with enlightening ray, 

My heart, all naked, to myſelf diſplay ;j- © 

Point out the path that leads to future good 

And guide me, friendly, in the doubtful road 

Teach me, thro' faith, to ſhun each fond miſtake, 

Nor reverence virtue for my Laura's: fake !> 
Perhaps, when time ſhall baniſh every care, 

That adds new beauties to the blooming fair; 170 

When creeping age, with plenteous hand, ſhall ſhed 

His ſilver 1 oer thy golden head * 

And every roſe, that lent its bluſhing aid, 


Shall yield, reluctant, to the lily's ſnaade: 


7 | When 


Shall own, with looks benign, a milder ſway ; 


[ "9 1 
When too the luſtre of each piercing ray 


Then, ſhould thy PzTRAarcH and his griefs ſurvive, 


| You too, with ſighs; may bid his paſſion live; 


And abſence then no keen regrets will blend. _ 190 


Soften the remnants of a fiercer fire, 


And clothe in friendſhip's veſt each warm deſire. 
Thy conduct then will precept well deride, 

And bright example prove my unerring guide. 
So thro' the time ſuperior Heaven ordains | 
This mortal frame to tread theſe earthly plains, 

Shall ſelf. conviction radiate: all within, 

And hopes well founded gild the future ſcene. - 
And when cold death in pallid hue draws nigh, . 
When ſcarce perception lingers in my eye, 


Yet ſtill on LAURA ſhall a thought attend, 


And when this world muſt loſe thy brighter ſtar, 


Whoſe dazzling blaze will grace the heavenly ſphere, 


May 


[ = 7 

May ſome kind ſhade; with kindred — bleſt, 

Attend thy paſſage to the: realms of reft ; 7: 
Before thy eyes the glittering proſpect — 10 1 
Whilſt dawning glories hover o'er thy head | 


May opening {kies entrance thy longing ſight, 
And joy unmingled hail the approach of light! 
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